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Author's Notes: 
Domestic Dirxst. Because it just makes life better. 


I's early January and the streets of Toronto are a cold fog of white and grey. Alex is making his way home, a 
paper bag full of groceries tucked under each arm. The sidewalk is framed in ten-inches snowbanks. The wind 
carries an icy dust that stings his eyes and bites his fingers through the stuffed leather of his gloves. He's 


almost there. 


Its around three in the afternoon but already the light is declining, the sky darkening. The house is all lit up 
inside. Alex climbs the porch steps, salt crackling under his boots, and glances at the Christmas lights twisted 
around the railing. They're twinkling, multicoloured - how do they still work? Another cosmic mystery. They 
bought those lights eons ago, ‘18, ‘19 maybe. They'd just moved in. Together, again, still, and in a house for the 
first time after a string of apartments. A few years later the success of Pictures had given them the chance 
to buy bigger, newer, better - but this first house was their home, their one true home, and so they'd 
stayed. 


"Hey baby," Alex calls, pushing through the door with a loud shudder - finally. "lm back!" 


"Hey, Lerxst. | was getting worried." Geddy's reply echoes weakly from the living room. Alex cringes as he puts 
down his bags on a small table to his left (the one he always stubs his toe into when he leaves or enters the 
kitchen - but Geddy likes it here). He shouldn't raise his voice like this Geddy's pain is audible to the naked ear. 


He's been coughing for days, sore from his lungs to the roof of his mouth. "Is it still snowing?" 


Kinda" Alex kicks the snow off the soles of his shoes, then takes them off. "The wind is.. prickly." He hears 
the creak of the old couch. Shuffly footsteps behind him. 


m so sorry | couldn't come wi ou." 
"| y | Idn't th y j 


"Don't be stupid, love. You're sick" Alex turns. Geddy's standing in the doorframe - leaning against it, actually. 
He's taken his blanket with him, bundled up around his shoulders. He's still shivering, his brow slick with sweat, 
his face flushed. Alex drops his shoes near the radiator and walks towards him. He tries to scowl. Probably 
fails. He's almost sure he's not smiling, though. He's got a point to make. "You shouldn't even be up. Go back, lie 
down. Come on" He puts a hand on Geddy's shoulder. 


There's faint music in the living - Cream. ‘Strange Brew’. Unsurprising. Geddy likes the comfort of old classics 
when he's couchridden. "At least let me help you with the groceries," Geddy insists, his soft, delicate voice 
broken into a raw murmur by the throat ache (like swallowing a sea urchin, he said the other night when Alex 
asked how bad it was; it's a good thing they're on a break from touring). "You carried them all the way here in 


a snow storm, | can..." 


"You can rest and get better." Alex gives up on suppressing his smile, but makes sure he rolls his eyes for 
good measure. He gives Geddy the faintest little shove towards the couch. Geddy doesn't resist. Lets himself 
be led and maneuvered back into his seat, with only a feeble hum as a protest (the sweetest sound, almost a 
purr - a sound that suddenly reminds Alex of other times, other circumstances, and sparks a quick flash of 
arousal like he's a teenager again for half a blink). 


Alex shakes his head (back to now, winter; Dirk is sick) and notices the book that lies on the coffee table. 
"You're reading The Hobbif?" He raises an eyebrow, leaning over to help Geddy settle back and readjust his 
blankets. 


‘For the millionth time," Geddy replies, a smile in his tone. "I'm too beat to concentrate on anything more 


demanding." 
"The movie gave you the idea?" 
"Of course." 


Alex remembers the night they went to see it, a few weeks ago. Lots of fun, lots of action, and he'd really 


enjoyed some of the dialogue - reminiscent of Neil's lyrics, for some of it (which makes sense, considering). 


Especially that part about how evil is defeated not by great heroics but by small acts of mundane kindness. He 
really loved that. And so did Geddy; in fact, Geddy was the one who mentioned it on the way home. He 


remembers it so clearly. The fog rising from his mouth, the scarf drowning his face. 


He picks up the empty mug abandoned near the book (Blue Jays, 1992 World Series). It smells like cinnamon. He 
turns to face the couch and smiles again. Geddy's closed his eyes, his head resting on a purple cushion propped 


against the armrest. 


The light is soft in their living room. A dim, golden glow from several lamps here and there, dispersed amongst 
the mess of random objects - books and picture frames and guitar props and baseballs and antique longviews 

and clocks, a magpie feather, a tin toffee box, a china miniature of an elephant brought back from Bangkok. All 
those hoarded memories make their age so obvious, Alex reflects. Only old people live in such a mess of stuff, 


a story for each item, a proof that once they've been young. But he doesn't mind. It's their life. 


He bends down towards his husband and drops a kiss on his lips. Geddy groans, clears his throat with a wince - 


"Don't do that. You'll catch it." 
"| don't care," Alex whispers. "Then we'll be two grumpy old sods suffering together." 


"We already are," Geddy shoots back, opening his eyes and mirroring Alex's smile. Alex feels his chest tighten 


with how much he still loves him. How in love he still is. 


Then he straightens up. Shakes his head. Cream has given way to silence; good. Dirk needs some quiet. "Now 
you rest," Alex says. "Do not move from this couch. | want you to get some sleep. Alright?" 


“Alright” The smile lingers between them. Geddy lets his eyes fall shut again, and sighs. 
Alex watches him for another second or two, then heads out of the room - time to clear those grocery bags. 


He walks back to the kitchen. Stubs his toe on the foot of the small pedestal table (of course). But he muffles 


his curses so Geddy doesn't hear. 


